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)atterings of a long voyage, moving quietly across the
)ar into a moonlit, tranquil harbour; and I listened to
he water lapping against the wooden spars of the jetty
intil presently I fell asleep.

XXIX

; was quite ill for three weeks, and Dick, who was now
ilmost normal, was put in to share my room. Fred
dsited us frequently; so did Branch from the ward next
loor, who was suffering from having been kept in
lospital too long, as much as from anything else.

" ' Hospitalization/ it's called," he said. " In other
vords, corridors and sisters send one cuckoo."

We lived in a hygienic, white honeycomb, devoid of
eality. We invented odd characters which became more
eal to us than our neighbours. Branch re-created the
trilliant young diplomat, St. John fidaire. I created
rom the telephone slot-machine at the end of the cor-
idor, which only responded when slapped vigorously,
he character of a Hungarian tart called Schlottajch.

One morning Fred disturbed the hospital routine by
deciding, just before the Brigadier's inspection, that he
/ished to wash all his clothes. He went furtively into

corner, took them all off, washed them, and put them
arefully out to dry, one on each of the radiators which
anked the hospital corridor. The hubbub was sub-
iding when my friend John Watson stole like a fugitive
ito my room. Visitors were not allowed until after-
oon. I knew this meant some development in my
Ian, which he had helped me to draft.

" Churchill is back from the Adana conference," he